REMINISCENCES

I do not think he was enthusiastic about Goethe; at
least, he was not quite so enthusiastic about him as
I could have wished Mm to be. He had, as might
easily he imagined, the highest admiration for Walter
Scott, and it was a delight to hear Mm pouring forth
his appreciation of some of Scott's scenes and charac-
ters. Thackeray, I think I heard him say, he put on
a Mgher level than Dickens, but he rated Dickens very
Mghly too, and could always find delight in his pages.
There was in Mm none of the narrow spirit wMch so
often prevents elder men from appreciating the art and
the literature that is coming up in their later days.
No young painter or poet or novelist was too new
or too young for Gladstone's appreciation, sympathy,
and admiration. Among the many acts of kindness
for which I am grateful to Mr. Gladstone was the gift
he often made to me of an article, or the advance
sheets of an article, written by him for one of the peri-
odicals on some subject which he knew was certain
to command my interest. Indeed, I could recall almost
endless memories of Mr. Gladstone that chronicle acts
of courtesy, of good will, of kindness, and of generosity.
It was a great good fortune in itself merely to have
known such a man. I count it among the happiest of
my fortunes. I can pay but a poor tribute to his
memory, yet it is a tribute of the sincerest praise, and
I have not forgotten that noble line of Persius which
closes with the words

admoveam templis, et farre litabo.

I lay my poor grain of tribute on this great man's grave,
and can find no better way in which to bring these
reminiscences to a close.ect,
